JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT

Wednesday, March xith.

" Spring Cleaning " at St. Martin's Theatre, by Fred Lonsdale,

last night, as guest of Castlerosse, with D.    House full.    House

full every night.    There is a lot of wit in this play, and the

opening scene, wherein a lot of decadents and homo-sexuals,

etc., come in to the hero's house for cocktails is very ingenious

and well managed.    Afterwards there is nothing that seems

real, save an odd remark.   The ' great ' scene in the 2nd Act

where the hero introduces a prostitute to his wife's dinner

party is not in the least convincing, and the prostitute (well

played by Cathleen Nesbitt) is like no prostitute that ever was.

All the 2nd Act is absurd.    The 3rd Act, scenes between hus-

band and lover chiefly, is equally false, but it is saved, partly,

by some fine lines and by Ronald Squire's acting as the lover.

This Act owes everything to Squire.   On the whole perhaps

not a totally wasted evening.    But I don't know.    If the play

runs for a long time I shall be surprised.    I should think it

would peter out unexpectedly.   My theory is that a play which

pretends to be serious and is not will not run for very long

though it may make a great splash at the start,    A spurious

play may run if it is dull and all alike.   However, the whole

subject is very complicated.

Thursday, March j.2th.

The head of the little dancing school, where I am daily being
taught to dance, came in to watch me being taught yesterday.
He said to me : " What you want is courage, decision. Don't
be afraid of 'em (women). Remember they have to do what
you want. You've got 'em. And it's the only time you have
got 'em."

Friday, March
Swinnerton told with more detail yesterday the story of his
birth. He said : " I was born in the drawing-room, and only
my mother and I were present." The nurse came in later, and
said : " Oh, of course he's dead." His mother questioned if
he was dead. The nurse repeated : " Yes, he's dead. He must
be dead." He also told how he was at the funeral of Victor
Hugo. He was carried there, at the age of i year, in the arms
of his mother, or someone.